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DIARY OF                             VENICE

them, are the effigies of the several Dukes, with their
Elogies. Then, we turned into a ^freat Court painted
with the Battle of Lepanto, an excellent piece; afterward,
into the Chamber of the Council of Ten, painted by the
most celebrated masters. From hence, by the special
favor of an Illustrissimo, we were carried to see the
private Armory of the Palace, and so to the same court
we first entered, nobly built of polished white marble,
part of which is the Duke's Court, pro tempore; there
are two wells adorned with excellent work in copper.
This led us to the seaside, where stand those columns
of ophite stone in the entire piece, of a great height,
one bearing St. Mark's Lion, the other St. Theodoras:
these pillars were brought from Greece, and set up by
Nicholas Baraterius, the architect; between them public
executions are performed.

Having fed our eyes with the noble prospect of the
Island of St. George, the galleys, gondolas, and other
vessels passing to and fro, we walked under the cloister
on the other side of this goodly piazza, being a most
magnificent building, the design of Sansovino. Here we
went into the Zecca, or mint; at the entrance, stand two
prodigious giants, or Hercules, of white marble, we saw
them melt, beat, and coin silver, gold, and copper. We
then went up into the Procuratory, and a library of
excellent MSS. and books belonging to it and the public.
After this, we climbed up the tower of St. Mark, which
we might have done on horseback, as it is said one of
the French Kings did; there being no stairs, or steps,
but returns that take up an entire square on the arches
forty feet, broad enough for a coach. This steeple stands
by itself, without any church near it, and is rather a
watch tower in the corner of the great piazza, 230 feet in
height, the foundation exceeding deep; on the top, is
an angel, that turns with the wind; and from hence is
a prospect down the Adriatic, as far as Istria and the
Dalmatian side, with the surprising sight of this miracu-
lous city, lying in the bosom of the sea, in the shape of
a lute, the numberless islands tacked together by no
fewer than 450 bridges. At the foot of this tower, is a
public tribunal of excellent work, In white marble
polished, adorned with several brass statues and figures of
stone and mezzo-relievo, the performance of some rare artieto; nextarte to Paris; but in 1815, were
